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NO European student of China

and Its ways has ever succeeifullycompleted the list
of the many and various uses

s to Which Its wonderful plant, the
bamboo, has been put. There certainlyis no more remarkable illustrationIn nature of the adaptation of a

plant to man's needs than is furnishedby this graceful and pliant
Crass.-for, strictly speaking, it is
really that, and not a tree. It grows
Anywhere and everywhere, and with
puch rapidity that its progress can

bo easily marked from day to day
With the naked eye. Indeed, ono of
Aha awful punishments of tho early
<;ode was to tie a culprit securely
tfown over a pointed sprout and allow
St gradually to forco Its way through
ills prostrate form, thus killing him
J>y Inches.
From the cradle to the gravo I* Is

the celestial's faithful friend and servant.He Is rocked In It in his Infancy.fed with it In his childhood,
fupplicd with every variety of uten

II:from It In hiB manhood, and finally
carried on It to his last "happy
lioine." His houBe, his furniture, his
tools, his books, his chopsticks, his
tiets, his pipes.the staff that sustainshim and the rod that smites
nlm.are all part and parcel of tho
tamo heavenly plant. No wonder
that they gratefully speak of It as
One of the gods' best gifts to man.
Over sixty varieties, no two of them
Alike, are mentioned In the native
books, and the literature on the sub<nltv.1.
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"Bamboo encouragement" Is a familiarterm to every Chinese school"

boy. Ho knows that when a little
tentie stimulus is needed to make
film "back" his books more thoroughly,the ever-ready "graceful grass" in
the teacher's hands will furnish it on
the moment. In this he Is at a little
disadvantage as compared with the
American boy, who can see the rod
and sometimes dodge it, for he recites
Vlth his back to the instructor and.
Unless there be a convenient mirror
At the back of the schoolroom, which
there never is.the chastening and
Stimulating bamboo does its fatal
work before he can avoid it. The
Chinese professor of the native lore
takes no chances with his game, and
be generally alms pretty straight.
And this is how it comes to pass thatk few judiciously administered blows
.even in later life.to bring out tlie
truth, are popularly known as "bambooencouragement."

"The r»rl«oner Npemn fn Ha n lltHa
fnodest or diffident about answering:
my questions," a magistrate will eay
In a native court; "he needs a little
encouragement." And the llctors proceedforthwith to "encourage" him
"With some fifteen or twenty well directedblows, which generally lias the
fleet of loosening the strings of the

tongue and enabling him to incriminate'hisneighbors.
These Introductory remarks explain

the peculiar phraseology of the suggestionwhich Tak-Loy, assistant
compradore of Royce & Co.'s warehouse,made to Mr. Royce himself
when the latter accused the head
Wharf coolie of stealing.

"There surely is a lot of thieving
going on right here under our very
noses, and you can't tell me that he
doesn't know about it. Of course.
fio ft«wno ttii auuui 11 aim in ({i'lUJiK
Jl big squeeze out of it himself. But

can't get any satisfaction out of it.
le swears the tallies are all right
When they leave the gangplank, end
Sill right again evhen they get to
the go-down with the rice bags, and
yet we arc nearly a thousand pounds
Short on the Chip Sing's cargo alon>,
find she's a small boat, don't youSnow."
"Mr. Loycee," replied the convpradore,"I think more hotter we enCoulagehe, how fashion you tinkce?"
"Encourage him! Why, good heavens,what do you mean7 Make him

Steal more?"
'Tlease you b'cIubc me. No stcalee

tnore. My talkee China school cn-
coinage, all same lamlioo,"

"Oh, you mean to boat him, do
Vou? Is that what you call yourfmmboo encouragement? Well, how
fire you going to do> it without all
ft ua getting Into the mixed court
Itnd paying more than the whole thing
le worth?"

"P*laps more better you talkee po»
Ilceman first. S'poso ho can savvee,

Sll light, s'poso he no savvee, more
etter bamboo that number one

Coolie."
"All right, we'll put the police on

lhlB(the first thing tomorrow mornn£h1efDetective Morehend of the
Shanghai office was engaged In a privateconversation with Wang Foo, the
famous detector of crime, when Mr.
{toyoe'a card was sent In from the
cuter room. Mr. Wang had been requestedto come up from Hongkong
(at tho earnest solicitation of Dr. Cortelyou,the United States consul) and
co-operate with the local police In
their attempts to solve the mystery of
the murder of an American subject,
gnd they were discussing tho details
Cf the crime just at this moment.
"We will have to'suspend the conversationfor r while, Mr. Wang, for

#h(fl c*nt1pnifin Itnn rw-.niA to rnnnult
me about a complicated robbery cano
and I know he la anxious tor an ImmediateInterview."
"Certainly," replied the gracious

Chinese BueRt; "would you like me to
cp.1I again n little later In the day?"
"Not at all; I want you to remain

right here, If you kindly will, for I ain
auro you will bo Interested In this
case, ond I have no doubt you may
be of some very practical help to ua.
Won't you stay?"

<rv»wtLya ai jvui isci vii;e nua ma; ©I
the department, Mr. Morehead."
Mr. Royce entered -and, after havingbeen Introduced to Wang Poo, expressedhimself as especially pleased

that ho could be present at the Interview.The three gentlemen took seats
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WHEN THE STOKER SHU CK HIM
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and the officer motioned to Mr. Royce
to begin.
He gave a full and detailed account

of what had taken place on the wharf
and In the go-down and ended up by
saying that he had no doubt whatever
that some very skillful thieving wan
going on all the time.and that the
head wharf coolie was In league with
the gang.but In spite of the most
careful watching, not a trace of anythingcould be found. As an Illustration,he cited the case of the Chip
Sing, with Ave hundred hags of rice.
Every bag was examined on leaving
the ship and a bamboo tally given for
It to the coolie who carried it acroFS
the wharf to tlio go-down, and who
then handed his tally to the compradoreand received his few coppers
f*oah lit Vila liand TIiova tvn a nhanlnta.

ly no chanco for any tampering with
the bags, for they wero watched from
the time they left the Bhlp until they
were deposited on the go-down floor.
Now for the mystery. Tho bags were

weighed at Swatow on leaving and
then tho Iron hatch wns securely
locked; they were weighed again on
being taken out of tho go-down at
Shanghai and they were several hundredpound* short! Not a human being
had had access to them on board the
ship.the mate swore to that, for ho
held the keys.and they had been constantlyand securely locked on shore.
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Tho only possible suggestion was s

rats, but rats unfortunately cannot t
(5 J1 A. YV liil UUK1I IIIC fll'CJ U1 U.

steamer or the galvanized sides and t
floors of a warehouse: ahd, then, rats a
always leave traces of their work in
the holes In the bags and the scatteredgrains of rice lying about. s
"You are quite sure tlie bags werft,

all intact?" inquired the chief. s
"Absolutely so.every one of them

Is examined, to see that no strings t
have been cut, when it is brought 1
ashore."
"It certainly looks like ghosts, Mr. g

Wang, doesn't it?" turning to the
quiet but very interested listener. fl
"Yes; you know the Chinese believe t

that hungry gliosis are particularly t
fond of rice, especially of this flne
Swatow variety," smiled the man of
mystery fii reply. "Hut.they like It y
cooked, not raw. and tlirv never pnolr
it themselves, so you see they are de- r
pendent upon their human frlenda to
secure It and conk It for them, v
Ghosts aro made tin* scapegoats for c
a good deal In I'hinn, as they are In t
England, hut thoy are never guilty 1
of purloining uncooked food; that, I V
am obliged to say In their defense, la <
a purely mortal pastime. So, gentle- v
men, I am afraid \ve shall have to
rule out the gliosis as well as tlio 1
rats."
"What theory or explanation have
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ou to offer, then, sir?" inquired Mr.
toyce.
"It would be imposaible for me to
ffer any explanation offhand, sir.
hatever conception I may already
ave formed mentally.without a
areful survey of the scene of the
apposed robbery and the privilege of

lost nearly concerned. Perhaps Mr.
lorehead would do mo the honor to
how me over the scene tomorrow."
"Delighted to do so, Mr. Wang, at
ny hour that may suit Mr. Royce."
When the same party of three met

. few envenings afterward. Wang
\>o took from his sleeve the leatheroverednotebook In which he had eneredthe data of the robbery, and, aceptingthe Manila cheroot which his
iost tendered him, leaned back in his
hair, and, looking at Mr. Royce in n
trange, quizzical way, asked slowlylut distinctly:
"You say that every bag of rice was
velghed carefully at Swatow and
.gain at Shanghai?"
"Yes, sir."
"And you found a difference of
everal hundred pounds?"
"yes, sir;" in fact, nearly a thouandon the conslgnmunt"
"And you have taken every precauionand made every effort to And the

oss, but without success?"
"Indeed we have, sir, but the leak
foes on as merrily as ever."
"I dislike to seem discourteous In

iliTerlngr with you, Mr. Iioyce. but
here is one precaution you didn't
ake."
"And pray, what is that?"
"You weighed the rice bags.but
ou omitted to weigh the coolies!"

vteigri mo cooties ( h nai uo you
nean, sir?"
"Why, simply tills: Tho excess
height of tho gang of coolies at tho
lose of the day would he about equal
o the weight of the stolen rice. It's
Ike the law of specific gravity, you
tnow; tho weight of the nrticle Is
xju&l to tho weight of tho water
vhlch It displaces."
"Do you mean they stole It and hid

t In their clothes then?"
"I most certainly do, sir."
"Well, when and how did they steal

ey C. Partridge «
It' tVin t mi*afartr fr> ! fri A find

1 will acknowledge you are Indeed a

wonderi"
Wang Foo put his long hand up his

right-hand sleeve and drew out
therefrom a slender piece of bamboo
about eight Inches long, it was hollowedout and the end was sharply
pointed like a pen. Attached to it was
a long bag resembling a stocking
with a very small log and a very
large foot.
"Here, gentlemen, Is your solution.

You see this 1 s neither 'rat' nor
'ghost'; on the contrary. It Is somethingvery simple and human. The
coolie who carries the rice bag has
this apparatus concealed beneath his
clothing. The bag is fastened around
his waist and the bamboo Is concealedin Ills collar. When he is given tho
hag on the ship, ho places it on his
right, shoulder and steadies it with
his right hand, his left hand graspingthe tally-stick which the eoniprndorocolects. Now for the trick.
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pushes the bamboo pipe up through
the meshes until he reaches the
grains of rice and then they begin to
flow slowly but surely down through
the tube Into the stocking. The rockingmotion of his body as he walks
assists the flow.like good exercise
for the dyspeptic.and before he
reaches the go-down he has several
pounds inside his garments. He then
draws the bamboo down into his collarand 110 one is ever the wiser."
"Did you ever see anything cleverer

than that, Mr. Moreheud?" asked the
merchant.

"It certainly heats me," was the ,
chief's brief but emphatic, answer.

"And, pray, what do they call this
diabolical invention, Mr. Wang?"

"I am told," replied the detective,
with a rather significant smile, "I am
told that they call it 'the little bambooassistant or encouragcr.' Your
eompradoro suggested a little 'encouragement.,'did he not?"

"Yes, but not exactly that kind."
"True, not exactly that kind, but

still of the same bamboo, was It not?"
"Vcb, I believe It was.a wonderful

plant, win n all is said and done, Mr.
Wans, Is It not?" «

"One of heaven's best gifts tn man,"
replied the Chinese scholar. "As the
ancient saying goes:
"How restful by the waters cool,
To watch Its graceful waving!"

«

"As far as the case Itstdf Is concerned,Mr. Wang," remarked Dr. Cortelyou,the consul, to his visitor from
Hongkong, "it deems clear enough to
the American eye, but you know I
haven't been here four years withoutrealising that In every one of
those international rows 'there's alwaysa little nigger in the woodpile,'
as we say In the United States. You
.are familiar with that phrase, are

you not?"
"Oh, yes, indeed, sir, though I am

told that in Boston they express tho
same sentiment a little differently."

"Ah, how Is that?"
"I believe they say that 'there's a

lnrkinir susniclon of a diminutive son
of Africa's having concealed himself
in the accumulated kindling," or
something to that effect."

"Diminutive son of Africa is very
good," laughed the consul.

"Yes. you know the difference betweenBoston and Chicago, for instance,in the mode of expression remindsme of the difference between
the classic language of the literati
of China and the vernacular of the
provinces, sometimes. I suppose you
find "it so in every country, do you
not?"
"As far as my limited travels permitmo to judge, I believe you do.but

to go back to our case: The evidence
all shows that there had been bad
feeling between the second mate and
the stoker for some time, owing to
some, row on shipboard, and it finally
culminated in thin llongltew scrimmage,when Jackson attempted to
throw the fellow Into the creek and
lie had to hit him back, as he says, In
self-defense. Of course, Jackson was
drunk at the time, for ho, nnd some of
his cronies had been Imbibing ett that
Happy Anchorage' place near the
bridge and I suppose when he came
out and saw the stoker he thought It
would be a good chance to get even
with him on shore. Now when men
ere under the Influence of liquor, they
generally come through all right, us
you know, when a really sober man
would succumb, but In tills case he
must have fallen very heavily on the
pavement, for the doctor said his skull
was fractured when they picked him
up."
"Well, where Is your 'nigger In the

woodpile?* "

"Why, just here, Mr. Wang, nnd this
Is really the reason why I have sent
for you; the jinriksha coolie and the
others all testify that when the stoker
struck him he cried out: 'Swim up
the dragon pool, 5'ou golden carp;
swim up the pool.' And hi spite of all
my efforts, I cannot And anybody who
can explain these words. Now, what
h/tl Jackson to do with a dragon pool
and why did the stoker tell him to
'swim up?' There seems to be some
mysterious hidden meaning in these
expressions and the more I think of
them the more I am convinced that
thero's some connection between them
and the murder."
Wang Foo looked very thoughtful

for a moment. "Have you inquired of
the missionaries?" he asked.
"Yes, I have had a number of them

In here with their Chinese teachers
and all that I can find Is that 'The
carp swims up the dragon pool' in a
phrase which is used to signify literaryambition. They tell me that it
hangs on the walls of Chinese schools
and is engruved on the slabs of ink
and painted on the covers of the books
and all that sort of thing. The idea
seems to be that as the carp struggles
up against the current of the stream,
so the scholar ought to struggle onwardand upward against all obstacles."
"They are quite correct, Mr. Consul;
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li our literary life, and would be Instantlyrecognized by any Chinese
scholar."

"True, but what in the world has a
literary phrase to do with a couple
of sailors and a street fight? That's
what puzzles me. They are about the
last words In the world you would
expect to hear front the lips of a secondmate.to say nothing of an ordinarystoker."

"Vos, sir; they are hardly part of
the language of the sea, though a


